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was a social existence as truly spontaneous and beautiful as it was natural. All the long lino Of relatives, uncles, aunts and cousins of every decree lived in Molfetta. This gave us an opportunity for much social intercourse. We had a custom of frequently getting together in UK* evenings for social good times. The word would bo given out that on such an evening we were to meet In this or that home, We generally began to assemble soon after supper, and remained the entire evening, sometimes until quite late. The women would immediately form themselves into groups to discuss topics of interest to them, while the men, who generally came later, would gather about; a table ami play games. We children would squat ourselves on the tiled floor for frolic and games of our own- Occasionally we would sing folk songs and patriotic airs, If the accommodations afforded wen* wuflieient, the adults would dance* The children were seldom permitted to join I hem except in the quadrille. It was never necessary to import music for such occasions, for our family, like every household in the length and breadth of Italy, could boast of plenty of musicians* One played the guitar.* another the mandolin* a third the ilute, a fourth the cornet or trombone* Pianos were rare in our homes; first, because they were far too expensive, and then because they were not as "social1* as the ready-to-carry instruments. On some occasions the women-